WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
devil soon finds mischief for idle hands and I got into plenty of it,
including gambling on margins on the American market, which in
1928 was as fashionable an occupation in Paris as elsewhere. I was
caught in the slump in 1929 good and proper, and it took a number of
years to straighten out my entangled finances. American Radiators
and Simmons' Beds were my two chief speculations, though it would
have been the same whatever I had chosen. I bought Simmons* Beds
round about 80 dollars and at one time they had risen to 180. I finally
sold the lot of them at 3 dollars.
Nevertheless, as I have said earlier, ever}*thing both good and bad
is experience and therefore instructive, and I personally have no regrets
about my second Paris term, except the indubitable fact that I failed to
earn my pay.
I did not get much of a holiday at home when I got back to Sedgwick
from Cairo. Lord Crewe had made arrangements (he was my thir-
teenth Chief) to leave early in June, and I had to hurry out to France
to take over from him pending Lord TyrrelFs arrival. On the very
first night in Paris I was dragged by the Mendls to a fancy-dress ball
given by a certain Count Etienne de Beaumont. Charles Mendl even
provided a dress for me, that of a penguin, which was worn by all
those who did not wish to take the bother of dressing themselves up
in any particular costume. French cosmopolitan society had changed
greatly since I had last been in Paris in the war and peace-conference
time, and I was in reality glad of the opportunity to have a look at all
the new stars which had arisen in the Parisian firmament. They were
all there in marvellous array, Baroness Eugene de Rothschild, the
Comtesse de Ganay, the American wife (Audrey Emery) of the
Grand Duke Dmitri Pavlovitch, Mya Abdy, Sir Robert's Russian
first wife, and a whole heap of others. Beaumont was very artistic,
and everything, including the tableaux, was exquisitely arranged.
I remember Lady Mendl, who was already any age from the sixties to
the seventies and never gave her secret away, playing her part in one
of them in a perfectly hideous Oliver Messel mask, but her figure
might have been that of a girl Altogether it was a spectacle well
worth witnessing.
A few days later the Crewes gave a garden party which constituted
their farewell to Paris. The garden party at tie Embassy was in fact
a recognized annual afiair and invitations to it were greatly in demand.
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